II
flitinan Dignity
Like the moon her kindness is,
If kindness I mny call
\Vhat has no comprehension in't,
But is the same lor all
As though my sorrow were a scene
Upon a painted walJL
So like a bit of stone I lie
Under a broken tree.
I could recover if I shrieked
Ivty heart's agony
Xo passing bird, but I am dumb
From human dignity*
III
The Mermaid
A mermnid found a swimming lad,
Picked him for her own,
Pressed her body to his body,
Laughed; and plunging down
Forgot in cruel happiness
That even lovers drown,
IV
The Death of the Hare
I have pointed out the yelling pack,
The hare leap to the wood,
And when I pass a compliment
Rejoice as lover should
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